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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

On the barn floor, he lay below in silence 
Among the cattle on a pile of hay. 

He had dressed quickly when his work was over, 

And watched the guests stroll towards him up the lane; 

But she came smiling with another lover : 

Hurt and ashamed, he stole off from the dancers, 

Like a whipped dog, to blubber out his pain. 

He breathed more calmly, hearing the insistence 
Of horses munching fodder; and he grew 
Indifferent to the fiddles in the distance, 
To womankind and to his disappointment, 
Down here among the cattle that he knew. 

DANNY 

You marched off southward with the fire of twenty, 
Proud of the uniform that you were wearing. 
The girls made love to you, and that was plenty; 
The drums were beating and the horns were blaring. 

From town to town you fought, and bridge to bridge, 
Thinking: "So this is Life; so this is Real." 
And when you swept up Missionary Ridge, 
Laughing at death, you were your own ideal. 

But when you limped home, wounded and unsteady, 
You found the world was new to you; your clutch 
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Malcolm Cowley 

On life had slipped, and you were old already. 
So who can blame you if you drink too much, 

Or boast about your pride when no one sees, 
Or mumble petulant inanities? 

Malcolm Cowley 

YOUR VOICE 

To Edith Wynne Matthison 

i 
At your voice, 

My heart dies a death of beauty; 
As a wind blows a fruit-tree in April 
And the blossoms lie white on the greensward, 
As a wind shakes a golden forest 
And the leaves are strewn in their splendor. 

ii 

The wind of your voice has fallen on my soul, making and 
unmaking its waters. 

They rush together and apart, from change to change un- 
ceasing — 

Great deeps surging and breaking, by that passionate music 
divided. 

And in the quietest coves, in the inner caves and recesses, 

Like hyacinths in spring are blowing the delicate pale- 
colored waters. 

Godwin Trezevant Carrall 
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